Taking advantage of our relationship, Mitzi 
floated an entertaining concept: she and her 
sister would prepare lasagna. Mitzi’s would 
be made from scratch while Lori would cook 
using only processed foods. This was an 
“Opposites Attract” story arc guaranteed to 
attract viewers. The logic seemed sound. 
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History is littered 
with annals of 
jealousy, envy and 
covetousness. Our 
most base emotional 
responses serve as a 
reminder of how far 
we ve yet to go. 


The tension between the two styles, the 
regional differences, along with a heavy dose 
of sibling rivalry would amuse and compel 
donations. Viewer interest would explode. 


Accepting Mitzi’s assessment at face value, I 
beat the lasagna drum, flogging the sister act 
to Juli. Kellner was a Northern Minnesota 
skeptic, not easily convinced, but I pureed the 
message, making it digestible. After my 
blistering browbeating, Juli folded. The sibling 
segment was booked. 





In 2004, on the same day 
John Kerry came to Duluth 
to campaign for his swift- 
boated candidacy, Mitzi 
Naucler and her sister Lori appeared on the 
Channel Eight fund-raising program “His 
For Hamburger” as part of the TV station’s 
Pledge Drive, the ubiquitous PBS ponzi 
scheme foisted on naive viewing audiences. 





The hamburger show was one in 
~ lengthy series of theme cooking 

Sy shows hosted by veteran Channel 8 
a producer, Juli Kellner. 
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Kellner is all rough and tumble ...a producer 
who’ll smile while shoving a rusty ice augur 
up your entrails. She takes no prisoners, 
suffers no fools. Her productions were 
markedly brutal. But, her shows made 
money. Making money mattered most. 


The performance began with the usual 
niceties. But it quickly became apparent the 
sisters, born barely a year apart, were wading 
hip-deep through painful family-issue mud 
puddles. On camera! In Hi-Definition! Their 
hyper competitiveness and exaggerated eye- 
rolling ratcheted discomfort to stratospheric 
heights. The segment, initially hope-filled, 


the director assigned to all of ee, face-planted, spiraling downward toward a 


In the spirit of full disclosure, I was 


Kellner’s Cooking Pledge Drive 


= Calamitous denouement. 
programs. As such I bear a small BP 


responsibility for what occurred. See YouTube link for unmistakeable evidence. 


https://youtu.be/iPwO7nLtS31 





As the demonstration continued the hostess- 
producer Kellner was having considerable 
difficulty keeping the segment on track. My 
boss, the station Production Manager, 
loomed over my shoulder in the director’s 
booth asking uncomfortable questions. 


“Who the hell are these two,” he quizzed. 

“I’m not sure where Juli found them,” J lied. 

“We’re not gonna make money doing this,” 
he carped. 





Sensing Kellner’s burgeoning distress, Lori 
doubled down, trotting out her older sister’s 
shortcomings, cooking and otherwise. Mitzi, 
by now visibly twitching, gauged Kellner’s 
vexation. The Julia Child race to the food- 
fight bottom was on, warts and all. 


See YouTube link below for verifiable proof. 


https://youtu.be/vBZV/7ErGrDs 


Intuiting the 
weakness of 
Kellner’s grip, the 
sisters shifted focus. 
The hapless hostess 
became the locus of 
attention. Never having 

faced a Naucler assault, Kellner 
dematerialized in a tomato sauce quicksand. 





Ignoring the 
host’s futile 
attempts to 
control events, 
Lori and Mitzi 
retreated into 

that special space 
they’d known as youngsters, fixating their 
energies full-tilt boogie on one another. 





Up in the booth, my boss convulsed. 
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“Jesus, Hartman... do some damn thing? 





“What do you want. That’s my wife and my 
sketchy sister-in-law.” 


“How the hell did they get on the show.” 
I groaned, “/t seemed like a good idea.” 
“Get us out of this disaster, Hartman. I don’t 


care if your old lady tosses you out in the 
snowbank. Get those two off.” 


By the time the béchamel 
was layered in the baking 
pan, the wheels had come 
off. Lori openly 
questioned Kellner’s 
qualifications. Mitzi 
scurried around the 
studio kitchen, mumbling 
gibberish - something 
about how Italian brass 
pasta-cutting dyes 
extrude superior noodles. Nothing made 
sense. 





Host Kellner had given up at this point, 
allowing the sisters free rein. Seizing the 
moment, Mitzi and Lori took Channel 
Eight’s viewers on a magic carpet ride to 
cooking crazy town. 





Up in the booth, I was attempting to herd 
this group of cats...to no avail. 
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The camera operators had fallen into a 
Duluth torpor, a powerful, cheesy spell 
woven by the Taleggio Twins - my bride 
and her sister. Time was both slipping away 
and standing still simultaneously. 





The entire 
segment was 
slotted for ten 
minutes. Yet the 
Sister Act hadn’t 
even managed to 
sprinkle the 
parmesan and we were pushing a half hour. 





My boss warbled, “You’ll never edit this 
segment down to 10-minutes. Those two 
never shut-up long enough to make a cut.” 


“Don't worry boss,” I wheezed. “Even they 
have to take a breath at some point.” 


Mercifully, we made it to 
the end. Juli cautiously 
sampled a bite from the 
each of two lasagnas, 
choking out insincere 
compliments before 
turning to the camera to 
beg for more donations. 
The sisters seemed pleased by their anomalous 
performance. They’d won after all! They 
smiled widely for the camera’s benefit. 





After an 
exhausting day, 
recording local 
chefs cooking 
average food, I 
caught up with 
Juli in the 
hallway. She was 
smoking a Lucky Strike and pulling on a fifth 
of Jack Daniels. 


“T really liked that sibling rivalry lasagna 
segment,’ I opined. We should have those two 
back on another time, don’t you think.” 


“Hartman,” she barked. “I don’t have enough 
middle fingers to tell you how I feel.” 


You Tube Links to Sibling Rivalry 
Lasagna Fracas (in sequence) 


https://youtu.be/iPwO7nLtS3l 
https://youtu.be/vBZV/7ErGrDs 
https://youtu.be/KZtF B6mEMg8s 
https://youtu.be/YNopmfRv_CgQ 
https://youtu.be/JSDZ/7WtSbEU 


